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The valley beyond the first dune-range contained a con-
siderable area of exposed rock, a greyish calcareous material.
We passed by a small patch naturally hollowed out to form
a pond, now dry though it appeared to have held water
quite recently. Near by we found a thin line of green Andab,
which the camels cropped to the ground as they passed. And
we saw a pair of Chats and a desert lark as we crossed the
second dune-wave into a wide plain, where a halt was called
in the midst of a profusion of dead Hadh. The camels sat
disconsolately around us or wandered about in vain search
of fodder, while we settled down to the main business of the
morning—the making of coffee and tea, which in due course
we consumed with a meagre ration of dates. How com-
forting was that meal—the tea and coffee after 27 hours of
forced abstinence ! And there was milk too for those who
had not forsworn it. The north-east wind grew stronger as
we dallied over our breakfasting—for Salih, having upset a
pot of coffee on the fire in a laudable effort to make a second
brew to eke out the first, had insisted on beginning all over
again—and by the time we were ready to resume our
march the sand was sweeping along the plain before it in
long wisps which covered the countryside with a veil of
haze.
It was pleasant riding like that over rolling downs of sand
after the flat gravel of yesterday. A sense of well-being
pervaded-us after the refreshments of which we had just
partaken, and the sun filtered but faintly through the light
clouds which raced upon the earth before us in alternate
bands of light and shade. Here too the recent rains had had
time to coax life out of the dead wilderness. Tiny heads of
green heralded the birth of desert plants, the succulent
Halam and the Sa'dan, whose discarded burrs of past seasons
strewed the sandy floor and stuck to the soft pads of the
camels. They stamped petulantly as they went, to rid them-
selves of the irritating limpets, and every now and then we
.stopped to clear their feet of the spikes, counting on one
occasion no fewer than 18 burrs on a single pad of my
camel, Na'riya. The short thorns of the small circular discs
cannot penetrate far enough into the gristle to do harm, but

